Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
the ways of peace. Ah! he has his case, signora.
And his works will live long after he is gone.
"But what matters it so much what drives him on,
whether ambition, love of contest, or the good he
could do the world with his great genius, if the world
would let him! I have seen him pause on the field
of battle to wipe the mud and blood from the face of my
friend; heard him, over another who had tried to betray
him, say, 'Would that he had not died before he knew
that I had forgiven him!' And I have felt the pressure of
his hand, seen the flash of his eye! Once I questioned;
now all I know is, I follow!
"I do not wait for Monsieur Moncey and his Guard,"
he added with a smile. "Already I have pondered over the
question too long and, since he needs every man, must be
at his side." Then he kissed her hand, saying, "God grant
you many years of happiness, signora!" leaped into the
saddle, and galloped up the river for the road that led
north through Pere Lachaise.
As the hoof-beats died away, the mutterings over those
graves and windmills gave place to a louder thunder,
over toward the north now, by St.-Denis, last resting-
place of kings. And Madame Junot hurried from the end
of the bridge, shivering noticeably in her weeds.
"Your Imperial Highness, all is over! Had you not
better go?"
Basta! must she too echo the words of the cowards of
this city!
Still, Laure was right. They would soon be here. Even
now, from the grass-grown walls, over by Passy, watchers
were scrambling down the slopes. You might stop the
allies but not Destiny; no, no more than you could the
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